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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 

Wednesday.—Got off to Portsmouth early to assist the Duke of 
York to commission the Crescent. Dirty, drizzling weather; got 
through it as quickly as possible and back to the Drawing-Room, 
and then to have a look at Mr. Gould’s exhibition of his sketches 
and cartoons. 


IT DRAWS, TOO. 
The east wind blows and tints the nose 
And nips the flowers that bloom 
(Though some don’t blow), and I am go- 
Ing to the Drawing-Room : 
I do not mean the gilded scene, 
All lacqueys and dragoons — 
But where we’re schooled by Mr. Gould 
With “ sketches and cartoons.” 
Dined with the Prince of Wales and National Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty to Children at the Hotel Cecil. Then to the 
ree Society’s Conversazione at Burlington House, and “ so home 
O we 
Thursday.—Took the Duchess of York and Prince Edward down 
‘to see papa” on the Crescent. Chilly and blowy, but little 
Teddy “as good as gold,” and very pleased with a penny sugar- 
stick I had bought for him. Had to tear myself away from the 
dear child and make for Prestwich to see the finish for the Golf 
Championship. Just saw “Harry” Vardon do the business, and 
got to town again in time forthe four-in-hand meet. Looked in on 
the bazaar at Kensington and on the “Café Chantant” at Queen's 
Hall, and then made the best of my way to Ley’s School—whereat 
it was speech-day and Sir Henry Fowler made aspeech. Dined 
with the Spectacle Makers at the Mansion House. 
Friday.—Didn’t turn out any sooner than I wanted to this morn- 
ing. This chilly June weather makes me reluctant to part with 
the cosy blankets until conrpelled, and I remained among them until 























Norioz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any 
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I was hungry, and then up and to a very hearty breakfast at noon. 
After which made my way to the Aquarium, where I was inducted 
into the mysteries of Klondyke mining—though not permitted to 
take part or carry off nuggets, which seemed somewhat plenti- 
ful. Got to the Albert Hall after this to see H.R.H. all right with 
the Royal Masonic Institute for Boys’ meeting. Took a cab to the 
Botanic Gardens, Regent’s Park. Children’s Floral Féte most 
pretty. On the way read the Insurance Case—“ was Johnson 
drowned,” 
TOO MUCH, 
Insured his life for lordly sums ? 
With scarce a rap about him ? 
Then disappeared! (That's how it comes 
That juries, somehow, doubt him.) 
What! Tumbled headlong in the main ? 
(What ho! Belay the sponson !) 
And never showed a hair again ?— 
It’s rather ‘‘ too much, Johnson!" 


Dined with the Eighty Club at the Trocadero, and had a night with 
the Indian Heroes’ Fund afterwards. 

Saturday.--Took H.R.H. down to Reading and helped him to lay 
the foundation stone of the college ‘‘ extension ’’—also helped him 
to lunch and helped the rest to listen to his speech, and to hand 
round subscription list. Put Fun Office down for a good round sum, 
which I hope (‘‘ Hope springs eternal in the human breast ’’ !)— 
which I hope will be paid in due course. Spent the evening very 
pleasantly at Queen’s Hall with the North Hackney High School 
girls—seeing them gymnasticate and calisthenicise, Very healthy 
and very pretty. 

Monday —Went and showed Miss Hay how to open the Robert 
Browning Garden at Walworth. Several flowers of speech planted 
while I remained rooted to the spot. Plucked myself away, how- 
ever, got into that blessed yeomanry uniform of mine, and attended 
the Levee at St. James’s Palace. After which a delightful (Japanese) 
hour or two in the Grafton Galleries, and also among the book- 
plates of the Ex Libris folks at the Westminster Palace Hotel, 
Got turned out for shouting “Hooray!” for the slump in wheat, 
which I had just heard of. 

Tuesday.—Went to Ascot. Chilly day. Felt morose. Lost. 
Came away early. Shan’t go again. 


PARADOX. 


So farewell Ascot’s pomp and pride, 
The dainty maidens petting men, 
Farewell the crowd who walk or ride, 
Farewell the wily betting men ; 
Farewell, farewell to all. breathe 
A saddened valedictory— 
Since aggravating Fates bequeath(e) 
To me defeat in Victory. Tue Srorren. 
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contribasions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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ALTHOUGH occasionally sad 
One’s made by sights acquainted, | 
Yet merry Margate’s not so bad, | 
As by some people painted ! 
Now London’s mayoralty has shed 
Effulgence o’er its actions, 
And—to its credit be it said— 
Augmented its attractions. 


The niggers and itinerant bands 
Of clowns throng there as ever ; 
And children play upon the sands, 
With simple sweet endeavour. 
Old Neptune laves the pebl’less shore, 
And wafts his plaintive ditty ; 
How jolly! After all the roar | 
And dust of London’s city ! | 

















Profit and Prophet. 


[The Reverend Mr. Baxter, well-known 
as the end of the world prophet, has 
renewed the lease of his business pre- 
mises for eighty years.—Daily Paper.] 


THERE’s a prophet in the land— 
Let his name be softly spoken! | 
He is quite a splendid hand | 
At the mystic sign and token: 
When he boldly undertakes 
To explain his calculations, 
He’s a caution unto snakes, 
And a terror unto nations ! 


The affrighted folk perspire 
O’er the Herald as they scan it, 
For they dread the doom most dire | 
Which is coming to this planet ; 
’*Tis enough to turn the head 
Of a solid, stolid Prooshian, 
To be told the earth we tread 
Hastens to its dissolution! 


Yes, the poor old world will cease 
To exist except as fuel; 
Hence the prophet takes his lease, 
And secures its prompt renewal; 
If you bring the seer to book, 
He, no doubt, will be maintaining 
That to profit he must look | 
In the few years yet remaining! 








e-__ ____ _ — ———— — 


Too Talkative. | OVERHEARD AT THE ROYAL AGRICULTURAL SHOW, PORTSMOUTH, 

















Chiddle.—‘' Does your wife ever suffer | JUNE 9TH. 
from utter exhaustion ?”’ ‘‘ Weel, John, ha’ ye brought any beasts to the show this year?” 

Naggle. — ‘ Utter exhaustion ? No, ‘ Naw, Garge only me wolfe.”’ 
talking never exhausts her.” (He didn’t mean any harm, still it sounded strange.) 

— — = —————— ne —— 
. . And the lady renowned, who the science first found, 
Kilwiddy’s Klondyke. Vowed that lots of her _— ree —o : 
‘Tah , Would soon, by her magic, with blessings be crowned ; 
A ROMANCE OF THE YEAR OF GRACE 1900. And she sork-budthere aeuianel. pny lite others. 

‘(The inventress of ‘ glossomancy”’ (character-reading by the | So all the pig-sticking loons (in high hope of high boons) 
tongue) claims that it will be beneficial to persons of many occupa-_ | Had their tongues by some great glossomancer angce 
tions, such as politicians, diplomats, and pork butchers. ‘But | Stretched, swollen, or rp tie but they found (poor buffoons !) 
why,” asks the humourist of the Weekly Dispatch, ‘why pork | That the game would their purpose not answer. . . . 
butchers?’’] Save the destitute Piggums!! whose wealth grew gigantic, 

In less than three years, through the art glossomantic! !! 


SrIncE the year ’Ninety-eight what a difference great 
May in Kilwiddy Piggums be seen, 

For the folks who then pitied his pitiful state 
Now regard him with envy, I ween! 


He looked weak as a gnat and half-starved like a rat ; 
He was cursed with ill-temper, ill-health. And then (being smart) he the mystical art 


Now he’s rolling in mirth, he is rolling in fat, To his own tongue ne’er thought of applying : 
He’s right royally rolling in wealth! He used it, instead, or in farmyard -y mart, 
’'Twixt the year Ninety-eight and the year Nineteen-hundre’, | On the ** stock” he had notions of buying. 


Such strange metamorphosis well may cause wonder, Yes, the tongue he did twig of each piggy-wig-wig 
(While the sellers no magic expected), 


From his rivals in trade (till his millions were made) 
He his secret concealed. But the fact was 

That he studied and strove, till his brain-pan, by Jove, 
With the tongue-reading science well packed was! 





‘Ninety-eight was the date, as we need not relate, And such critters he bought as with promise were fraught 
When the art glossomantic upsprung— Of prime meat—and the rest he rejected ! the 
Which could truly and well a man’s character state, And the tongue-trick, ne’er failing, soon placed him in clover, 








Upon spying the shape of his tongue. And the poor-as-Job butcher’s a Croesus thrice over ! 























VERY PARTICULAR. 


’Arry.—‘ Come an’ ’ave a roide, Bill?” 


Bill.—“‘ Well, yer see, I ain’t got me roidin’ things on 
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Non Locus Standi! 


**Ma For! I'm very like a Bull,” 
The Frog serenely cried- - 
And lifting high his haughty crest 
He puffed his cheeks and puffed his 
chest 
And put on bovine ‘ side.” 
‘* Parbleu,” he murmured, “ I shall burst! 
No matter I must risk it— 
For one must sacrifice one’s self 
Regardless both of health and pelf 
If one would take the biscuit. 


‘* Sapristi! I must stand the strain, 
My anguish I must hide— 
For I must magnify my girth, 
If I the whole colonial earth, 
Like Bull there, would bestride. 
It’s painful, but it must be done; 
To make myself extensive 
Must be the only work for me; 
Although I fear my task will be 
Uncommonly expensive. 


“‘ My health ‘twill doubtless undermine, 
My purse ‘twill doubtless drain— 
But, oh, to hear creation tell 
Of France, the big colonial swell, 
Will greatly ease the om ! 
Indeed, to hear myself described 
As one who colonises, 
A rival of that bloated beef, 
Will be to me the first and chief 


‘‘And then to snatch away some spot 
On which he’d cast an eye— 
Ah, that ’twere glory, sirs, indeed, 
In fact I find that to succeed 
Too high one cannot fly.” 
So croaked the Frog from out the swamp; 
The Bull, his eyelids raising, 
Smiled just one sweet and subtle 
smile, 
And with a heart devoid of guile, 
Proceeded with his grazing. 


‘‘My friend,” thought he, 
puffed with pride, 
And you'll not be the first 
To mock me with inflated airs, 
But all such mockery prepares 
You for the final burst ! 
For I am strong where you are weak ; 
For, though you're thus defiant, 
It is but pique disguised as pride, 
Behind your brag fear strives to hide, 
You are not self-reliant. 


‘*My Canada you one time held, 
My India was yours— 
You're sharp and I am somewhat 
slow, 
But then your grip is but for show, 
While mine—well, mine endures. 
You're welcome to the dismal swamp 
Which couldn't well be moister 
But spite of all your ‘ heavy swells,’ 
You'll find that you have got the 
lle 


“ you're 
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“Things are not always what they seem ; 
Allis not gold that glitters ; 
A circumstance may change a case ; 
The swift don’t always win the race ; 
Sweets often turn to bitters. 
Croak on, sweet friend, the time will 
come, 
That wheresoe’er thou turnest 
Thou'lt find that Bull isto the fore; 
That you'll get less while I get more, 
And then you'll croak in earnest. 


‘The swamp is yours, cry loud with joy, 
I do not greatly care ; 
If that is your colonial boom ! 
For I can see there’d not be room 
For me to wander there. 
What’s not worth having you may 
have ! 
If for the worst you pine 
You're welcome, aye, to take it all ; 
The ‘ worst’ in future ‘French’ I'll 
call— 
But all the ‘ best’ is mine!”’ 
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Heavy. 


Mr. A.—“ I’ve just called on Mrs. 
Cockle.” 

Mrs. A.—‘‘I suppose she offered you 
some light refreshment? ”’ 

Mr. A.—‘‘ No; she offered me some of 
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NON LOCUS STANDI! 


BULL (TO FROG).—“‘YOU MAY SIT AND INFLATE YOURSELF, MY FRIEND! THERE’S NO ROOM FOR ME TO 
STAND THERE.” 


THE TERMS OF THE NIGER CONVENTION YIELD GREAT BRITAIN A VERY FAIR SHARE, AND LORD Sacispury AND M. Hanoraux ARE 
TO BE CONGRATULATED UPON ESTABLISHING A “‘ MODUS VIVENDI" ON THE NiGeR.—Daily Paper. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 200.) 




















| turned suddenly to face the speaker. 





FUN. 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER VI.—“ LOVE IN A GROTTO.” 


és Ox! Mr. Fitzwilliams, how you startled me!” exclaimed Be 
Perkins, as she heard her name softly murmured in her ear; an 


“TI had no idea you really 


meant tocome here. I don’t think I ought to have come alone. 


} Isn’t it pretty?” 
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PREPARED HIMSELF WITH ELABORATE CARE. 


‘‘It is, indeed,” replied Algernon, ardently gazing into Miss 
Perkins’ face with unmistaking meaning, ‘‘ the prettiest I’ve seen 
for 7nd a long day.” (Betsy Perkins becomingly drooped her 
eyes. 

“Tal” she exclaimed, accepting at once the subtle flattery. 
‘* Mr. Fitzwilliams, how you do go on! Is this the way you talk to 
young ladies in high society?” 

It was the morning after Algernon’s visit to the Perkins’ lodging, 
and the youthful pair had met in the “‘ Grotto,” according to a plan 
laughingly suggested the day before. In making his toilet that 
morning, Algernon had prepared himself with elaborate care, his 
tie alone costing an hour of delicate fingering. 

He had ga almost lovingly at himself in the glass, as he put 
on the finishing touches, muttering, as he did so, ‘“‘ Well, if that 
don’t please her, she’s hard to please, that’s all,”” for Algernon had 
determined that day to settle, for once and all, his fate as regards 
the fair Betsy Perkins. 

“* My dear Miss Perkins,” he said in answer to the young lady’s 
question, *‘ I might, indeed, talk to them like that if I had a similar 
vision of beauty before me, but that, of course, is impossible. I 
hoped you would come here this morning because I had something 
of the utmost importance to tell you.” 

* About Lord Faversham ?” asked Betsy, innocently. 

‘No, no!” exclaimed Algernon irritably. ‘‘ The less of that cad I 
see the better.”’ 

“Then I know what itis. You are going to take us all to the 
Hall by the Sea this evening,” said Betsy, with true woman’s 
perversity, holding off the blissful fateful moment. 

‘I should be only too delighted,”’ answered Algernon, dubiously 
fingering the coins in his ket, ‘‘ but that is not what I wished to 
say. My idea in coming here to see you alone was to ask you, my 
dear Miss Perkins, to—to——.”’ 

‘** Yes ?"’ said Betsy breathlessly. 

“To pardon my aspirations, and give me hopes that you will one 
aay become - 
af 





The lovers in embryo sprang aside as the voice of “ Lord” 
Faversham was heard in the gallery above, Algernon uttering a 
word which caused Betsy to exclaim, ‘‘Oh! Mr. Fitzwilliams.” 

“Come on, gals,”’ the voice continued, “ let’s go and see the ’igh 
halter.” 

And presently there sailed into view Mr. Harry Smith. His 
“lordship” was equally and ably supported on each side by a fair 
Miss Perkins, Miss Harriet on the right, Miss Jemima on the left. 

“The spiteful things.””’ murmured Miss Betsy, half crying. . “I 
believe they’ve followed me here. If they had but waited just 
another five minutes.” 

His “lordship ’’ seemed somewhat disconcerted at the chance 
meeting, and his ‘‘ What ho, Alf! ’’ sounded strangely unreal in the 
vaulted chamber. Betsy joined her sisters, leaving Algernon glaring 
at his despoiler. 

‘« Why, Alf !—Fitz, I mean. Who on earth would have thought 
of seeing you here? You've spoilt my little game, but as you’re 
after that one, you can have her. She’s a bit too Toney for me. 
Miss Jemima’s the one I ’opes to make Mrs. H.S. Left the old 
people up top. Got heaps of tin, haven’t they?” 

‘‘ What does that matter? You have enough for both, my lord,” 
said Algernon, sarcastically. ‘‘ Will your lordship and her ladyship 
reside in Lisson Grove after the wedding? ”’ 

“ Ere, just you stop that, Alf Figgins, or I’ll give the ’ole show 
away. You ain’t no better than me, and you’re after the same 
game. What if I tell the hex-Lord Mayor all about it! He might 
turn nasty and make it ’ot for you.”’ 

“Tell who?” asked Algernon in surprise. 

‘‘ Why, old Perkins. ‘Jemmy’—short for Jemima, you know— 
says her pa’s been Lord Mayor.” 

“Then your lordship won’t lose caste in the alliance,” said 
Algernon laughing. 

‘‘You’re another!’’ exclaimed Harry Smith. ‘Don’t you give 
yerself too many airs, Mr. Alf, or you’ll come a cropper, mark me. 
Here comes my future ma-in-law.” 

“Well, I don’t call this much of a place, anyhow,” said Mrs. 
Perkins, puffing from recent exertions, as she gazed round the 
principal room in the grotto; ‘‘no seats, no table, and no refresh- 
ments. Oh, Mr. Fitzwilliams, this 7s a surprise. I thought you was 
gone ‘sky-larking,’’” and Mrs. Perkins laughed at her own wit. 
*¢ Oh, lor, if I could only sit down! ”’ 

‘‘ Why not try the altar, Mrs. Perkins?” said Algernon. ‘ This is 
a temple, you know, devoted to the rites of beauty, and where could 
we find a more fitting high priestess?” 

‘* You’re very perlite, young man. I will. It ain’t what I should 
call comfortable, but it will do at a pinch,” and ‘‘Ma’”’ Perkins 
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away from London, mightn’t you? Go and fetch your ‘ pa,’ Waftings from the Wings 


Betsy.” 
“Yes,ma. Oh, I do feel so frightened! Will you come with Ow1nG to the state of Mr. William Gillette’ i 
me, Mr. Fitzwilliams ?” with Mr. Brickwell at the Garrick Theatre will anaes t with the 
Mr. Fitzwilliams responded with alacrity. performance of Too Much Johnson on the 28th inst. On the 
“My dear Miss Betsy,” he said, as they walked through the following evening will be presented Sue, which was produced with 
passages, ‘‘ words cannot express my distress at the unseemly inter- such unanimous commendation on Friday afternoon last at the 
ruption of your family and—er—er—Faversham. May I write Garrick Theatre. Following on Sue will be Tresa, by Mr. George 
what I’ve left unsaid? Itis, I assure you, of the utmost import- Pleydell Bancroft, so successfully produced at Camberwell and 
ance to me.” Birmingham by Mr. Alfred Mayer, and for which the original cast 
have been engaged, including Mr. Arthur Bourchier and Miss 


‘‘Can’t you tell me now, Mr. Fitzwilliams?” said Betsy, softly. ; 
“T can,” replied Algernon, hesitatingly, and gently placing his Violet Vanbrugh. Mr. Leo Trevor's play, Brother Officers, and for 
which a powerful company has aizeally n engaged, will succeed 


arm round her waist. ‘‘ There is only one little question I want 
to put to you. My dear Betsy, I want to ask you to become Tresa. 
my—’”’ Captain Marshall is the auth } 

“Oh, er! I saw yer,” came in a shrill, boyish shout—from id it n tain Martial . ~ eeern Oe Coverier. 
seemingly nowhere—at this particular trying pec cccatlg and Betsy i snot be Captain Martial? 195 a "aay oe, foutt (onenipe) 
fled “to fetch pa,’ while Algernon, grasping his cane, com- , 
menced a search of the grotto, vowing vengeance on all the small _ The entire Dove-Cot Company from the Duke of York’s Theatre 
fry in England in general and Margate in particular. visited the Brixton Theatre on Monday last. 

[To be continued.} Jupiter Pluvius, for once in the history of the Children's Floral 
Parade and Floral Féte, refrained from deluging that pretty 


——=| ceremony, which was held at the Royal Botanic Society's Gardens 
Love and Lore. wih pulow equated eats Sitka eed ied ator tee 

: ; 5 ¢ s > ’ > 
aa. > Ee a _— _ a of whole was surmounted with a ia oateaied oie gy Thie 
f arr) y have ceased to exhibit, by Mrs. G. Kemp, was held to be unsurpassable, and gained 


do anything worth speaking of for the advancement of learning. ] the distinctive red banner. A little pony in charge of a little jockey 
attired in the Prince of Wales’ colours, a procession of eight little girls, 


THE OxForD Don Loguitvr. a pony cart, representati fSpai 1 Ameri ith b 
, representations of Spain and J WwW 3 } 
‘‘ In learning I was steeped of yore, ‘* May Peace Prevail,” a Maseole spouk, Wall & orien Soll of ieee 
In isms and in ologies, Majesty taking the coronation oath, the robes for whom were lent 
When up came Cupid, angered sore, by Madame Tussaud, were amongst the winners of prize banners 
Demanding full apologies. which were presented to them by Her Royal Highness the Princess 
of Wales, accompanied by the Prince of Wales, His Royal High- 








‘««¢ What gain,’ quoth he, ‘can mortal reap 
Attending dreary classes ? ness was much taken with one of Messrs. Paul's new roses, of an 
The time you waste on problems deep apricot shade, and christened it ‘‘ Alexandra.” The entire proceed- 
Devote unto the lasses!’ ings were in every way delightful. 
‘‘ But since I have become, alas! The annual race, promoted by the Anerley Bicycle Club, for the 
In waters strange an angler, Carwarden Cup was held on the Crystal Palace track on Saturday 
I’m at the bottom of the class, last. ; 
a — aD 4 





My wife's the senior wrangler !”’ 





A Good Idea. 








Woman’s Sore Point. 
Counsel.—‘‘ How old are you, madame ?” Seedy Inventor.—‘‘ I’ve got a capital idea, sir, I——” 
Witness.—‘‘ I shan’t tell you; but I’m not nearly so old as you Capitalist (interposing).—‘ So have I. I'm not going to part with 


think Iam!” my capital.” 

















To Land-Grabbers. 


(In answer to the query, “Can the Anglo-Saxon 
Race Whip the World ?’’) 


Air: ‘‘The Englishman.” 


THERE’S a race that bears a well-known name 
For grabbing at every spot ; 

It knows no touch, no twinge of shame, 
It means to “bag the lot.” 

Go north or south, go east or west, 
Go out o’er the world so wide, 

There the Anglo-Saxon squats on the best, 
Yet he never is satisfied. 

Eternal greed, deny it who can, 
Is the curse of the Anglo-Saxon’s plan. 


He ousts the white, he slays the black 
In a philanthropic craze, 

Having planted his foot he never turns back, 
Having “ got there” once he stays. 

When another man’s land he calls to inspect, 
‘‘ Misgovernment vile! ’’ he cries, 

And if anybody ventures to try to object, 
It is odds that that “‘ anybody ’”’ dies. 
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When the nations of the earth combine, The above is an illustration of the 14. Post, Office Mauritius, a stamp that 
As surely they will some day, was issued together with a 2d. of similar design in 1847, its extreme rarity 
To strongly and sternly, draw the line being due not only to the time which has elapsed since its appearance, but 
To this Anglo-Saxon sway, also to the very small number printed. It is the rarest stamp in the world, 
O, the “grabber ” will richly deserve his fate and has been recently purchased by Mr. W. H. Pecxrrt, the well known 
dealer, in the Strand, to whom we are indebted for these particulars. It is 


When he’s finally overthrown, 

j LOM "yi oO ; > M 7 wi . - 2. . 

When he S ove rwhelmed in a world-wide hate, said to be worth over £1,000. Only one other copy of the original envelope is 
A ice recovers her own. known, and that is in the British Museum. 
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A HELPING HAND. 


Villager.—‘ I'm quite well, thank yer, miss; but I ain’t seed you afore. Y're fresh at 
it, ain’t yer, miss?”’ 


District Visitor.—‘' Certainly I haven’t visited you before, Mrs. Johnson.” 


Villager (after dusting chair).—‘ Well, yer sits down ‘ere, an’ yer reads me & SHORT 
psalm, yer gives me a shillin’, an’ then yer goes.” 
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“ On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “F'un’s’”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


For a downright ‘’ard-worker, give me 
the Prince of Wales; ’e’s everlastingly 
layin’ stones, or openin’ places, an’ the 
speeches ’e makes must cause 'is pore 
tung toake. They say “ there’s no royal 
road to learnin’,’’ but a few days back 
the Prince was down at Reading, openin’ 
the new buildings of the University Ex- 
tension College, an’, I repeat, for this 
sort of thing ’e fair ‘“‘ takes the biskit,”’ 
wich, I flatters myself, is a ’appy sayin’ 
in konneckshun with Reading, the great 
place for biskits. I’m ’avin’ a new wing 
built to my laundry, but I s’pose I shall 
‘ave to open it myself, the Prince bein’ 
so busy that I don’t like to arsk ’im; 
besides, we must all ‘“ draw the line 
somewhere,” but I can’t ’xpect royalty to 
draw it in my washus, to be paradoxall. 

Fancy Mr. Hooley bein’ bankrupt! 
I never did! Why, I thort he was 
simply rollin’ in money, an’ used to rap 
hisself up in bank-notes wen he went to 
bed. I must say, I can’t ’elp admirin’ 
the way in wich Mr. Hooley spoke out, 
an’ it strikes me that afore ’e’s ’ad ’is 
say more than one will call ’im a 
Ho(o)ly Terah. Wen I was a gal my 
mother used to tell me to ‘“ beware 
of bad company”; it seems to me that 
we ort to beware of companies of many 
descripshuns. 

Don’t you think there’s jist a littel too 
much fuss bein’ made over Piper Find- 
later? ’E’s a brave man, no doubt, an’ 
it was @ gallant action, but our army, 
thank ’eaving! is full of brave fellers, ’an 
I s’pose the wurld will go on as usual, an’ 
I shall keep on washin’, wether Findlater 
performs at moosic ’alls or not. The 
Queen ’as, so to say, offered to ‘‘ pay the 
piper”; if ’e declines, that’s ’is look-out. 

‘‘Rumers of peace” is the latest re- 
gardin’ Spain an’ Ameriky. It was 
rumers of war some time back, an’ I’m 
‘anged if it’s been much besides rumers 
ever since! But, of course, any minute 
a great battle might be fought; an’, 
depend upon it, there’ll be no peace until 
they’ve ’ad a good “ go”’ at one anuther ; 
wen people gets the war fever a little 
blood-lettin’ is nessussary afore they’ll 
cool down. 

Wen on earth is this Welsh coal strike 
goin’ toend? I ses that all those who 
‘ave any ’and in prolongin’ it ort to be 
‘**’auled over the coals.” It may be all 
very well to “ strike wen the iron’s hot” 
(though it wouldn’t doin my bizness), but 
it’s no good strikin’ when the pot’s empty. 








CONSTIPATION, HZAMORRHOIDS, 


A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET, LONDON, S.E.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


Se 


Bs oad 


RTE Resa 


spe tnad” Rahs Gh chai caine teen 








OIRPD LILES ELLE 


